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from Marginalia
The coolnes or a terminal window behind my seat reaches th rough my hair to the scalp, easing
a headache only recognized at the moment or it lightening. I close my eyes, but th e shuffiing bodies
cominue to imprin t themselves upon the black screen of my lids.
My moth er is dead. She abandoned when I was twe lve. The plane docking at Gate C-1 7 will
transport me to La Vega . I will wai t and board another plane, Flight 2 18, to the West Coast, San
Fra ncisco. There, I wi ll find a place to stay, get something to eat, until we meet. M aybe I'll ightsee,
verify th e Golden Gate's exi tence with my own eyes.
Errati c steps and th e wirt pulling of a wheeled carry-o n, "Yes, yes Jimmy aro und 8:30 or so . ..
You kn ow I've missed yo u." Yes but does he kn ow she has mi ed him. This voice fli ts passed, tripping
over itself wi th each nipped syllable. Intended pleasure masked with bu ines . She wanted to ge t o{T,
trading th e "I" fo r th e ideal "you" beyo nd the glass. She didn't though so she returns to point A, to
Jimmy, B only phantom traces upon th e skin .
Each one branching into or out or th e terminal migrates from point A to B, but most will remain
who they were at A, even retur n th ere. This is not travel. Undern eath th e skin , within th e blood and
organ goo dwells the central blot. The "I" embeds here, and like a cancer, mutates under th e change
in enviro nment, body temperature, and state or mind which only comes from travel better named
wanderin g. Because I am a onscious wanderer, will my process become navigation, and so, false?
I smile to myself, arching my eyebrows in amusement; th e action pulls at th e glass pressed hairs
again t the back of my head. Funny how that all connects, re ulting in a twin ge which reminds me of
the headac he. The previous ran1bling seems good enough to cribble clown somewhere, maybe on the
back of an Ameri ca West ticket jacket, but I decide agai nst it. I'm not one to do such things and what
matter most now is simply keeping my lids clown.
M aybe some wo uld call me pretentious, maybe I am. But I'd rather be this th an someo ne
like th e thirty-something almost in front of me with her partner for th e 1icle, a furiously constru cted
board roo m PowerPoint.
Surveying th e prospects, as I entered into th e vicinity of th e crowded Gate C-17 , H opkins
Intern ational, he seemed har mless enough. Being a late Friday flight to Las Vegas most running on th e
Cleveland treadmill were tryi ng to exchange its din fo r a new grime, a stai n which may hurt more than
help but enrich th e run in th e end . Good fo r th em. But I wa n't looking to re L next to any of those
for the ti me being, when I still had a choice in the matter. In th e back, looking down at th e translucent
blue of a screen instead of th e grey of th e ky fac ing her, this woman wi th a taught ponytail eemed
right. Single and stuck to her wo rk, I th ought she would remai n to herself and notice me solely as an
inconve nience as well. We could share th at at lea t.
H eaving the strap of my overnight bag onto my al ready backpack heavy shoulder (I never travel
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light), I passed by the lovers, a group of chattering elderly people already wearing pastels and socks
from Marginalia
The coolness of a terminal window behind my seat reaches through my hair to the scalp, easing

below the knees of their bare legs, and a couple who somehow thought it would be a great idea to
have their three children accompany them. Kids on a plane, almost as bad as snakes. They wriggle

a headache only recognized at the moment of its lightening. I close my eyes, but the shuffling bodies

and rattle, and even if you're scared, phobic even, you're stuck being the patient and understanding

continue to imprint themselves upon the black screen of my lids.
My mother is dead. She abandoned when I was twelve. The plane docking at Gate C-17 will

passenger. The workaholic would be as annoyed as me, I thought, as I finally walked through the aisle

transport me to Las Vegas. I will wait and board another plane, Flight 218, to the West Coast, San

beside her seat and glanced at her work. That's when I noticed the PowerPoint, quite an extensive one.
I chose a seat not directly in front of her; like many airports, the seals are not lined up directly

Francisco. There, I will find a place to stay, get something to eat, until we meet. Maybe I'll sightsee,

across from another. Limited eye contact must indicate a secure design. Hurling my bags down on the

verify the Golden Gate's existence with my own eyes.
Erratic steps and the swift pulling of a wheeled carry-on, "Yes, yes Jimmy around 8:30 or so...

neighboring scat, I stole one more look at her furrowed trance before slouching down. My own cuticles
were rough in comparison to those which she followed with eyes only now noticeably spider legged with

You know I've missed you." Yes but does she know she has missed him. This voice flits passed, tripping

mascara. The results of a second coat. Maybe it's a job-determining convention this weekend, one too

over itself with each snipped syllable. Intended pleasure masked with business. She wanted to get off,

important for sleep. I bet that she would order a drink on board, maybe even two; I bet that it would be

trading the "I" for the ideal "you" beyond the glass. She didn't though, so she returns to point A, to

a chardonnay, too cautious for anything stronger.

Jimmy, B only phantom traces upon the skin.
Each one branching into or out of the terminal migrates from point A to B, but most will remain

mottled seating area carpet. She giggled, running away from her mother who trailed behind her, cell

who they were at A, even return there. This is not travel. Underneath the skin, within the blood and

phone pressed to her ear.

organ goo dwells the central blot. The "I" embeds here, and like a cancer, mutates under the change

A little blonde girl toddled in front of me, the legs of red Osh-Kosh overalls catching on the

"No, no, no...not you Ted, hold on a second...Amanda, don't trail away from Mommy like that."

in environment, body temperature, and state of mind which only conies from travel better named

The mother caught the girl's free hand (the other hand clasped a gummy baby pretzel) and proceeded

wandering. Because I am a conscious wanderer, will my process become navigation, and so, false?

to discuss flight information to Ted on the other end.

I smile to myself, arching my eyebrows in amusement; the action pulls at the glass pressed hairs
against the back of my head. Funny how that all connects, resulting in a twinge which reminds me of
the headache. The previous rambling seems good enough to scribble down somewhere, maybe on the

Catching sight of my smile, the toddler peeked beneath curls and grinned back. As the mother
pulled her along, she slobbered around the pretzel held whole-fisted in her mouth.
Still shaking her head in agreement with Ted, the mother turned over her shoulder and mouthed

back of an America West ticket jacket, but I decide against it. I'm not one to do such things and what

a Sorry about that my way. I shook my head quickly in reply, attempting to demonstrate it was no big

matters most now is simply keeping my lids down.
Maybe some would call me pretentious, maybe I am. But I'd rather be this than someone

deal. And, it really wasn't.

like the thirty-something almost in front of me with her partner for the ride, a furiously constructed
boardroom PowerPoint.
Surveying the prospects, as I entered into the vicinity of the crowded Gate C-17, Hopkins
International, she seemed harmless enough. Being a late Friday flight to Las Vegas most running on the

Back at their seats, the little girl, Amanda now, turned backward and continued to gnaw on her
pretzel, watching me. Her older brother, who had been coloring in an activity book, turned around to
join her. He let his knobby arms dangle over the seatback, butt jutted out and head cockeyed against
the back of the chair.
Now being the one under observation, I fiddled with my bags and thought it best to place my

Cleveland treadmill were trying to exchange its dirt for a new grime, a stain which may hurt more than

pack, where all my important information was kept, between my legs. Closing my eyes, I leaned back

help but enrich the run in the end. Good for them. But I wasn't looking to rest next to any of those

against the window glass, assuming my two analyzers would return to other amusements.

for the time being, when I still had a choice in the matter. In the back, looking down at the translucent

A newspaper rustics to my left, breaking the anticipatory silence of our nearing departure. A

blue of a screen instead of the greys of the sky facing her, this woman with a taught ponytail seemed

guy leaning against one faux marble column continues to rumple the classifieds of the Plain Dealer. He

right. Single and stuck to her work, I thought she would remain to herself and notice me solely as an

stares at the crumpled mass in his lap and bats it to the side with one calloused paw. It rolls on top of

inconvenience as well. We could share that at least.
Heaving the strap of my overnight bag onto my already backpack heavy shoulder (I never travel

the remaining newspaper divisions, still neatly folded, beside him. He stares, almost like he's waiting
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for it to unfold again. This time there would be blue pen circles, similar to coffee mug stains, marking
40

pos ibilitics fo r what to fill th at space between the mornin g and evening news. Of course nothing
happens.
But thi guy plays it cool. H e slides his over- ized hades, similar to ski-goggle for th e American
Olym pic team, down from his temple to th e kn otted bridge of his nose. I wonder if his eyes are open
or closed behind th e fram es.
The workaholic in front lets out a slight cough, a sign th at she can still make noise outside of her
own head, and I kn ow it is just wrong to stare anymore.
o, I retie a hoelace. I read over the name of my backpack, Eastpak, until direction and case
mean nothin g. Then, I open it. The tail of a half-eaten Quizno's sub from one of th e food courts
catches agai nst th e zipper. Pushing th at aside, I reach down against the front canvas to th e bottom.
I find the tearing spine of a dry paperback and pinch. The second in a quartet, it is the one I am
currently reading over.

ot for class this time. Before placing it in my lap, I run my fin gers against

the long ridges in the spine, two sti ck out higher th an th e oth ers. At one point, their pas t owner, my
moth er, had splayed th em apart at those specific points. M y fingers move from th e spine to tl1e cover,
one I had stared at fo r some time already. A shrouded figure, who I believe to be fe male, completely
solitar y. Who holds an umbrella without any rain ?

This time I note the wrinkles at the corn ers and fai nt line creeping from the edges. The
yellowed page peek from th e cover of th e 1958 edition. Used even when she owned it.
I crack it open. In tead of reading on, I tread back to a portion skipped earlier. Inside, after th e
title page and below th e dedi cation, her scrawled handwriting, mostly in blue throughout th e pages,
spreads out.
41

possibilities for what to fill that space between the morning and evening news. Of course nothing
happens.
But this guy plays it cool. He slides his over-sized shades, similar to ski-goggles for the American
To
MY MOTHER

Olympic team, down from his temple to the knotted bridge of his nose. I wonder if his eyes are open

these memorials of an unforgottea city

or closed behind the frames.
The workaholic in front lets out a slight cough, a sign that she can still make noise outside of her
own head, and I know it is just wrong to stare anymore.
So, I retie a shoelace. I read over the name of my backpack, Eastpak, until direction and case
mean nothing. Then, I open it. The tail of a half-eaten Quizno's sub from one of the food courts
catches against the zipper. Pushing that aside, I reach down against the front canvas to the bottom.
I find the tearing spine of a dry paperback and pinch. The second in a quartet, it is the one I am
currently reading over. Not for class this time. Before placing it in my lap, I run my fingers against
the long ridges in the spine, two stick out higher than the others. At one point, their past owner, my
mother, had splayed them apart at those specific points. My fingers move from the spine to the cover,
one I had stared at for some time already. A shrouded figure, who I believe to be female, completely
solitary. Who holds an umbrella without any rain?

Quirky. I trace my fingers across the words. The parched pages of a wood pulp pressed, cut,
and rolled before my time snag at the plump ridges of my fingerprints. That dusty print with grains
you can see beneath pen scribbling. They really don't print pages like they used to.
They say things happen when you least expect them to, but in this case, "they," whoever they
really are, were totally off the mark. When I found out about it, I was ready, at least expected it, since
the moment she left. I was supposed to be at spring break right now; she would be the one to wait until
I had actual time off. Fit it in and then get over it.
But I don't have time for this at the moment. Closing the book and turning my wrist over, I see
it's 5:53 PM. Pulling my ticket out of the back cover of the book, I read my scheduled boarding again,
This time I note the wrinkles at the corners and faint lines creeping from the edges. The
yellowed pages peek from the cover of the 1958 edition. Used even when she owned it.
I crack it open. Instead of reading on, I tread back to a portion skipped earlier. Inside, after the

!

the fifth time of the day—6:15PM.
"They" also tell you to arrive at the airport early, much earlier than necessary, because of
increased national security. Of course, even with the pushy ordering and invasion of bodily privacy, I
have yet to rush toward the gate in a panic. I end up sitting, waiting, running only in my head.

title page and below the dedication, her scrawled handwriting, mostly in blue throughout the pages,

I remember my dinner. Eating always fills the void.

spreads out.

The doughy bread, soaked in cool teriyaki chicken and limp lettuce, slides down my throat. I
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had specified un-toasted out of pile; go against the trademark, I always say.
I can't taste mu ch anyway. The smells of th e drive, the airport a nd th ose surrounding m e
had satura ted my nostrils. Pinchin g my nose, it seems wider tha n usual. If I had bee n th e little girl
Amanda, 1 would have picked it slyly and solved th e di sco mfort. Instead, I keep swallowi ng the wads of
pepper and spice, the nasal pre sure increasing with eve ry swallow, as my to ngue closes against th e roof"
or my moutl1.
The newspaper guy takes my lead and snatcl1es a vile of peanuts beside him.
Onl y th en I notice th e lack of carry-on baggage. Twistin g off tl1 e plasti c eal, he (worker, gambler,
loser) coaxes the sal ted pean ut out onto his pa lm , like pills. Witl1out co unting, he shovels them passed
his teeth, chew , a nd swallows. It's tl1c type of mouthful that expa nds the esophagus to th e point of
pai n, when th e compacted ball juts into other organs, as it pulses downward. Then it's all relief when it
falls into the stomach. He looks satisfi ed .
Leaving th e heel, I almost toss th e remaining contents under my chair, Ri cked stealthily, instead
of earching for a tra bean .
''l\t this time, we would like all pas enger traveling witl1 ... " I guess I can take it with me.
M y mouth dry a nd my leg stiff, I advance wh en my seating section is called. H a ndin g th e
flight attendant with unusuall y long, dark hair for an attendant my ti cket, I plod tlu-ough tl1e breatl-il ess
co rridor toward tl1e seal ed do0t: Through the stale heat and flu ore ce nt light, I catch a waft of BO.
Or a ll thin gs on a plane ride, if children are clo e to snakes th en ferm ented weat is snake venom. And
near to me, too. I resist th e urge to can those closest a nd remain to myself a one should.
Boarding th e plane, the flight attenda nts greet me with a smile. Holding my bulky carry-on
behind , I half-smile back, gauging the size of the overhead compartments as I go. Limit- 24x I Ox 16,
weight doesn't matter. I'm less careful with staying inside tl1e aisle once I pa

by first class.

"Please refrain from storing luggage for those who need to move to th e back of the pla ne.
Thank you." I it down and buckle in, realizing she was talking to me. I 3C, ais le seat. One of th e
pa tel elderly people, a woman , lronger and taller than her friends, sits at tl1e window. She half closes
the blind and opens a Chri tm a edition of Beller Homes and Gardens.
I never block off a window, except for slee p. And here, nobody p eer in to th e temporary
inha bitants. Up in tl1e air, one can deny th e earth for a few hours and , at ni ght, focu on the pinpoints
of Light filtering from a bove and tl1e manmade below, an expanse of its own. But she does n't. The
suited ma n beside me, shifts in his seat as he folds up a newspaper,

ew York Times, and does n't

ac knowledge the closing window. H e probabl y refuses to read th e local news.
cannin g the crowded seats, I a m glad to see tl1 e little girl, motl1e1; a nd brother three seats
a head. The others from th e gate are nowh ere in close ra nge.
The heavily jacketed arm to my left brushe again l th e outside of my own bare skin. I
surrend er th e a rmrest. Out of tl1 e corn er of my eye, he reache pa t cheap shoe lo a n expensive
43

had specified un-toasted out of spite; go against the trademark, I always say.
I can't taste much anyway. The smells of the drive, the airport, and those surrounding me
had saturated my nostrils. Pinching my nose, it seems wider than usual. If I had been the little girl
Amanda, I would have picked it slyly and solved the discomfort. Instead, I keep swallowing the wads of
pepper and spice, the nasal pressure increasing with every swallow, as my tongue closes against the roof
of my mouth.
The newspaper guy takes my lead and snatches a vile of peanuts beside him.
Only then I notice the lack of carry-on baggage. Twisting off the plastic seal, he (worker, gambler,
loser) coaxes the salted peanuts out onto his palm, like pills. Without counting, he shovels them passed
his teeth, chews, and swallows. It's the type of mouthful that expands the esophagus to the point of
pain, when the compacted ball juts into other organs, as it pulses downward. Then it's all relief when it

briefcase. In his new position, the warm ray of the reading lamp reflects off the sweat of his balding
head. Dust particles float amongst the light. He munches a handful of multi-colored Turns and
notices my look. Mistaking my attention for genuine interest, he smiles. Beyond his glasses, one eye is
noticeably greener than the other's blue. I cringe, remembering that I had once dreamed of falling in
love with a two-toned man. So far, he was the only one I ever met.
After adjusting his watchband, he opens his mouth as if to say something. I smile back but grab
the book in front of me. Each word is precious, a glue for my meandering gaze. I permit him to turn
away and talk to the woman by the window. He goes to Vegas once a month, a reward for hard work
and loneliness. She had never been. He has a nephew who lives there and works for Sherwin Williams.
Her husband, now deceased, used to travel there a lot on business. Now, it was her turn.
Taxiing out of the gate, we bump backwards. Takeoffs and landings arc exhilarating. After that
thrill, everything becomes close. I turn the pages randomly in her book, settling on a passage that suits

falls into the stomach. He looks satisfied.
Leaving the heel, I almost toss the remaining contents under my chair, flicked stealthily, instead

me. My mother sometimes had a lot to say, but most of the writing at the margins was redundant, a
revamped, simplified version of the actual text. It passes the time.

of searching for a trashcan.
"At this time, we would like all passengers traveling with..." I guess I can take it with me.
My mouth dry and my legs stiff, I advance when my seating section is called. Handing the
flight attendant with unusually long, dark hair for an attendant my ticket, I plod through the breathless
corridor toward the sealed door. Through the stale heat and fluorescent light, I catch a waft of BO.
Of all things on a plane ride, if children are close to snakes then fermented sweat is snake venom. Anc
near to me, too. I resist the urge to scan those closest and remain to myself as one should.
Boarding the plane, the flight attendants greet me with a smile. Holding my bulky carry-ons

"He must try to deliver himself, go beyond—" That stale flavor of BO from the entryway
entwines with my mental tongue, paralyzing it temporarily. Keeping my eyes upon the pages, I only
think of a woman, cattycornered to my aisle seat, who seems to be the exuding culprit. The smell

behind, I half-smile back, gauging the size of the overhead compartments as I go. Limit—24x10x16,

is more irritating now, green. In such a small place, it's hard for the olfactory factory to avoid. The

weight doesn't matter. I'm less careful with staying inside the aisle once I pass by first class.

confined space has made me delirious. I picture little green globules, donning hardhats as each one

"Please refrain from storing luggage for those who need to move to the back of the plane.
Thank you." I sit down and buckle in, realizing she was talking to me. 13C, aisle seat. One of the
pastel elderly people, a woman, stronger and taller than her friends, sits at the window. She half closes
the blind and opens a Christmas edition of Better Homes and Gardens.
I never block oil a window, except for sleep. And here, nobody peers in to the temporary
inhabitants. Up in the air, one can deny the earth for a few hours and, at night, focus on the pinpoints
of light filtering from above and the manmade below, an expanse of its own. But she doesn't. The

leaves "home" (aka one of her two armpits/her crotch) on their way to my nose, my eyes, my brain.
Enough. Turbulence over, Captain Speaking had switched the seatbelt sign off already; I am
free to investigate.
After tucking my book neatly inside the mesh holder below the stowed tray table, I lift the metal
wing of my seatbelt off and slide the clasp out—the correct, calm procedure as indicated within the
America West pamphlet which now rested behind Balthazar's, scribbled pages.
The recycled air valve murmurs softly in my ear, as I stand up and breathe in the manufactured

suited man beside me, shifts in his seat as he folds up a newspaper, New York Times, and doesn't

oxygen—gloriously refreshing. Two seats in front, a man whom I can only assume was an auctioneer at

acknowledge the closing window. He probably refuses to read the local news.
Scanning the crowded seats, I am glad to see the little girl, mother, and brother three seats

some point (flannel, gangly arms only witnessed as he pulled out a linen hanky serving as further proof,

ahead. The others from the gate are nowhere in close range.
The heavily jacketed arm to my left brushes against the outside of my own bare skin. I

ahead of him to pull himself upward. He tucks his shirt into his pants and peers to the back. The

surrender the armrest. Out of the corner of my eye, he reaches past cheap shoes to an expensive
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and cottonmouth spittle crusted to the corners of the mouth) uses the back of the mother of two's seat
bathrooms are unoccupied.
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Quickl y respo nding, I turn aro und and cope out my targe t. The stinky lady unclips a bag of
Combos, un folds each crease deliberately slow, and re-chip-cli ps the bag' side fo r easy retrieval and
fre hne s. A ritual of sorts, th e exterior order compen ates fo r her body's lack of hygie ne. Tucking
her short black hair behind her ear , a childish box-cut, she clears all impediments away from the
face. As she chooses one golden flavo r explo ion and begi ns LO suck the middle contents loudly down, I
remember some ob cene j oke about Chinese peo ple.
M y roommate knew a j apanese girl somehow, and she told me about how diiferent Asian
people, especially J apanese and Chine e, dislike each other. The J apanese girl said th at Chinese people
were di rty . .. how she would never eat their food becau e it was unsanitary. My roommate laughed,
mimicking th e j apanese girl's own telling, saying how they even recycled fo od, Like pizza crusts, and
made th em appetize rs. The J apanese pride themselves on cleanlines ; even their foo d i art. M y
roommate would no longer eat Chinese foo d. She stopped going to M ain M oon, and alway left the
room if I ate our old favo rite, H ouse Lo M ein.
Cutting off the aucti onee1; I take fo ur steps, reaching Chinese Lady. Walking passed, something
hi ts me besides th e smell--! have no way of kn owing she is actually Chinese. I couldn't tell th e
difference if I tried.
As hamed, I tu ck my head down , only glancing randomly around at th e oth er passe ngers. M ost
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Quickly responding, I turn around and scope out my target. The stinky lady unclips a bag of
Combos, unfolds each crease deliberately slow, and re-chip-clips the bag's side for easy retrieval and
freshness. A ritual of sorts, the exterior order compensates for her body's lack of hygiene. Tucking

i-emain preoccupied, but some analyze me, too. Meeting one man's look, as he averts attention away
from his laptop, I focus my complete attention to the back of the plane.
The flight attendant, stewardess in her heyday, who smiled as I entered now arched a penciled

her short black hair behind her ears, a childish box-cut, she clears all impediments away from the

eyebrow in my direction. "Just pull," she says and her sun-worn skin rubberbands back into a half

face. As she chooses one golden flavor explosion and begins to suck the middle contents loudly down, I

smile. Squatting down in the tiny space, hovering over the seat, too worried to sit and too lazy to pull

remember some obscene joke about Chinese people.
My roommate knew a Japanese girl somehow, and she told me about how different Asian

what illiterate morons we, the non-pullers, are. And then, she goes back a little later, maybe after we all

people, especially Japanese and Chinese, dislike each other. The Japanese girl said that Chinese people

file off, one by one, and the captain steamily spits it back into her ear between naked kisses. I am only

were dirty.. .how she would never eat their food because it was unsanitary. My roommate laughed,

temporarily amused with myself, as the blue water roars through the open valve, only a much louder

mimicking the Japanese girl's own telling, saying how they even recycled food, like pizza crusts, and

decibel version of the air valve above my seat.

made them appetizers. The Japanese pride themselves on cleanliness; even their food is art. My

out a seat cover from my bag, I realize how often she repeats that phrase—"Just pull." Then, she thinks

An alien face peers back at me from the mirror, jaundice underneath fluorescent light. Opening

roommate would no longer eat Chinese food. She stopped going to Main Moon, and always left the

my mouth, I push out my tongue. It seems normal enough, although the frayed insides of my cheek

room if I ate our old favorite, House Lo Mein.
Cutting off the auctioneer, I take four steps, reaching Chinese Lady. Walking passed, something

flash as I tilt my head. After hearing the news, a phone call from my mother's sister, my distant aunt, all

hits me besides the smell—I have no way of knowing she is actually Chinese. I couldn't tell the

onto my teeth. I had bit down pretty hard. They say you bite your tongue or cheek because of an

difference if I tried.
Ashamed, I tuck my head down, only glancing randomly around at the other passengers. Most

upset stomach.

1 could do was drive and chew gum. It was Big Red, the worst of all gums, metallic cinnamon gripping

Closing my mouth and turning off the faucet, I run my damp hands through my hair, hoping to
ease the static electricity from the dry airplane. Now it looks greasy.
This time I push. But the flight attendant is at the head of the plane serving drinks again.
Passing by the woman eating Combos, I don't even notice the smell. And, instead of four steps, it's five.
I forgot to count the move into the seat.
The two-toned man naps. I spread out in the seat.
Glancing up at the sketches above me, I wonder how many arrows I could find on an airplane,
and if that percentage would exceed any other comparison with a space of the same dimensions. And
then I debate another ratio, the ratio that I meant to ponder about in the first place. I wonder if the
ratio of distance between her in seat 14D and me in seat 13C would be comparable if seated in first
class. I had tiptoed through there earlier. The flimsy curtain as divider bars the way. Perhaps they
would have smelled me and recognized a scent unlike their own.

'jiatu tiai rfK*t UM^ £ia'."ty« ^»tK«
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Out of my bag from beneath the seat in front of me, I pull out a medium sized notebook, where
I keep all of my ideas, journal entries and the like. She scribbled on margins and fragments. I write on
the lines.

<> ~

&f

o

/ am a liar. I write on many things. But not in books, not like her.
The day she left, I got back from school to find my father already home from the mill. With the sleeves of his blue
security uniform rolled up, he was hauling out piles of fabric. A turquoise belt with golden buckle slipped from among the
mix. They were my mother's backroom clothes, those she no longer wore.
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I watched random articles fall.ftom the mound between his anllS. A black and white pump, a purple scaif. ..I
picked her belongi,ngs up, followi.ng his movement around the back qf the house to the dead ground where the foundation qf
our garage stood months before. Bits qf glass and concrete block emerged.ftom the bald earth, like crooked teeth.
He dumped the articles down, into afire ring qf bricks, those salvaged.ftom the foundation, and turned without
acknowledging me.
She had finall:Ji lefi,.
There were days where size would si.t locked insi.de the blue Ford. I would watch.ftom 1,ry bedroom wi.ndow. He
would have removed the spark plugs, not permitting her to leave. But size would stqy until the dark encroached, until her
bladder was full, filling up that space where anger had been.
But she had done it this time.
He came back with nry great-grandfather's chest. It held her precious tlzings,famil:Ji and clzildlzood things. Pus/zing
me out qf the way, he dumped it on top qf the pit qf clothes and returned insi.de.
Opening the wooden lid, I embraced what I could: wedding album, some books, baby clothes, into an old
patchwork quilt that held no meaning to me. Like a vagabond, I threw tJze keepsake sack over my shoulder and ran to the
barn.
The /nick camper; housed underneath the sturc[y raj/ers, still rotted in places where the damp could settle. The door
Jell.ftom the hinges as I pulled it open. Tossi.ng the blanket, I threw it in and reworked the door, too warped and swollen
with moisture to Jmu:,le correctl:Ji together insi.de the.ftame.
Back at the J1lateau qf the old garage, fire licked at what was lefi, ef her. He euen threw in boxes qf records and
National Geographies meant for me that she had bought at an auction aJew years earlier. There were on(y aJew wi.th
flecks qf mold, and I had enjoyed their smell, as I hid alllong thelll in the backroom, regardless.
The smoke qf his cigarette entwined with that qf the fire. Afler a long drag, he pierced his ryes onto the melting
.fi'ag11Zents. I noticed ll!JI old Halloween costumes, a clown and genie, that size had sown for me, among thelll. Thry were
made out qf bits qf her own clothes. I wanted to reach in for them. He made a mistake. Those were mine.
"Get those traps out. It's about time we get rid qf those snapping turtles."
The way you catch a snapping turtle:
-wooden barrel or plastic milk jug
-large hook, cross between a fishing and a meat one
-chunk qf raw meat, preferabl:Ji chicken
Hook the meat. Don't worry if the hook is parlial(y visi.ble. Unlike a fish, the turtle will bite in regardless. This
works for most turtles. At the end qf the hook and its metal links, attach a barrel or plastic jug. The weight qf the floating
barrel atop the water will catch the hook in the turtle's mouth as it bites. The turtle tires itself out, trying to pull the jug or
barrel.filled wi.th air, u11de1water. It euentuall:Ji gives up on the shore, where the trapper finds it.
01;you can use a po!.e,your hand, and pull them out. This 11Zethod on(y works in shallow waler, similar to creeks.
Or,you can wait and shoot thelll with a rifle.
This is where I come from.
That spring, /ze killed all the turtles out qf our two ponds. I onl:Ji helped once, like I had as a child.
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I watched random articlesfall from the mound between his arms. A black and white pump, a purple scarf... I

Not yet dead, he carried it up the hill from the pond beside the barn. Calling mefrom the tire swing underneath the

picked her belongings up, following his movement around the back of the house to the dead ground where thefoundation of

sycamore behind our house, he continued to the metal pole which held one end of a clothesline. Hanging the turtle upside

our garage stood months before. Bits of glass and concrete block emerged from the bald earth, like crooked teeth.

down, he tied its tail and back with the heavy line, so it dangled from the pole. It swung angrily toward him, a gnarled

He dumped the articles down, into afire ring of bricks, those sabagedfrom the foundation, and turned without
acknowledging me.
She had finally left.

mouth opening like some prehistoric creature.
My father pulled his hand back, the "stupid sunuvabitch" flailing its limbs in the empty air. The flesh was softer
than you would imagine.

There were days where she would sit locked inside the blue Ford. I would watch from my bedroom window. He
would have removed the sparkplugs, not permitting her to have. But she would stay until the dark encroached, until her
bladder was full, filling up that space where anger had been.
But she had done it this time.
He came back with my great-grandfather's chest. It held her precious things, family and childhood things. Pushing

"Here," handing me a once waterlogged, now dried, stick. "Put it in his mouth." He knew it was male by the eye
color, either red or orange denoted a male or a female.
Mechanically, I allowed the turtle to bite down, an ineffectual effort tafree itself, and stretched its neck out.
looking away, I felt a great weight lifted. Its head still clamped onto the stick end, eyes wide.
My mother killed herself
"Donna killed herself slit her wrists with a razprblade like a true romantic. We're all flying out there. She wanted

me out of the way, he dumped it on top of the pit of clothes and returned inside.
Opening the wooden lid, I embraced what I could: wedding album, some books, baby clothes, into an old

l/iat, I think." My aunt over my apartment phone, as I stretched the cord into the hallway's dark recesses. Never one to lie

patchwork quilt that held no meaning to me. Like a vagabond, I threw the keepsake sack over my shoulder and ran to the

anything gently, much like the beat flying off of her drumsticks. I follow her meter, nodding across the line, hanging up in
tempo. My friends said their momentary goodbyes in the living area. They thought she was already dead, victim of a car

barn.
The truck camper, housed underneath the sturdy rafters, still rotted in places where the damp could settle. The door
fell from the hinges as I pulled it open. Tossing the blanket, I threw it in and reworked the door, too warped and swollen
with moisture to puz.de. correctly together inside the frame.
Back at the plateau of the old garage, fire licked at what was left of her. He even threw in boxes of records and

accident.
I'm sure my father doesn't know. I wonder where he is now, if he knows at all. Maybe he finally made it back to
his island, one of them in Hawaii. His favorite Marines stories camefrom then, the ones he was willing to share.
Turbulence again.

National Geographies meantfor me that she had bought at an auction a few years earlier. There were only a few with
flecks of mold, and I had enjoyed their smell, as I hid among them in the backroom, regardless.
The smoke of his cigarette entwined with that of the fire. After a long drag, he pierced his eyes onto the melting
fragments.

I noticed my old Halloween costumes, a clown and genie, that she had sown for me, among them. They were

Quieter now and close, I put on my headphones and listen to The Beatles. There's never a time
when their songs don't seem appropriate. I wait until it's time to peak under the half-shaded window,
Here Comes the Sun, ready to see the never-before-seen lights of Las Vegas.

made out of bits of her own clothes. I wanted to reach in for them. He made a mistake. Those were mine.
"Get those traps out. It's about time we get rid of those snapping turtles."
The, way you catch a snapping turtle:
-wooden barrel or plastic milk jug
-large hook, cross between a fishing and a meat one
-chunk of raw meat, preferably chicken
Hook the meat. Don't worry if the hook is partially visible. Unlike a fish, the turtle will bite in regardless. This
works for most turtles. At the end of the hook and its metal links, attach a barrel or plastic jug. The weight of the floating
barrel atop the water will catch the hook in the turtle's mouth as it bites. The turtle tires itself out, trying to pull thejug or
barrel filled with air, underwater. It eventually gives up on the shore, where the trapper finds it.
Or, you can use a pole, your hand, and pull them out. This method only works in shallow water, similar to creeks.

Sarah Broderick, '06

Or, you can wait and shoot them with a rifle.
This is where I come from.
That spring, he killed all the turtles out of our two ponds. I only helped once, like I had as a child.
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